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CHAPTER XX. (Continued.) i P"t back the clock to know that this
HE fisherman fetched her cloak

with a gleam In his eyes. They
threaded their tvay along the
corridors filed with people sit

ting on the floor, and passed out of the
Cwlnging doors into the cool morning. It

flrove quickly through the empty street,, onl He,ne maiden was urea too urea to re-

sist the strong arm which held fter close,
or the lips which found hers.

There were lights in the house ihen
they arrived. The fisherman opened the
door with her key. "Has he got back?"

The maiden waved an expressive hand
nnd led the way to the dining-roo-

"You'd like a drink?"
The fisherman muttered something

and followed.
She opened the door. There was the

sound of a chair being pushed back in-
side the room. The fisherman saw a
tall, sunburnt young man rise and como
forward.

The maiden in the leopard-ski- n gave
"Oh," she A tap on the door broke Into

cald, "you're back then, Everard? Fancy
waiting up -

"Hello, mother." said Everard. He
bent down and kissed the cheek which
oho offered him. "Is father
Vith your

His eye took in the few details of his
mother's dress and then the fisherman
and then remained there.

Mrs. Leyden her
"No." she said, "he's still amusing him
self. Hugh, I don't think you've met
my son. Everard. Mr.

The French fisherman nodded with
some It was
done, for his at finding any
one in the house was extreme.

"H'are you?" he said. "Is your brewn
sun or

"Help Hugh." said Mrs.

caught the altered tone
of her voice. There was boredom in it
ai.d a trace of temper. A frown crossed
his forehead.

Is that for me. he thought, or
the lad?" He went over to the

and mixed himself a
Mrs. Leyden turned to her son. "Good

fclsht." she said, casually.
In the looking glass Ever

ard caught the cnans faint smile or tri-
umph. A kind of shiver ran through
him. and he faced round on bis mother.
The words would not come as IieTnet
her eye. and, without saying
lie walked out of the room and closed
the door quietly behind him.

XXI.
the first time in his

years Everard had been
up face to face

with vital. He had be-

lieved himself to be clasping love to
his heart, and love had

to the grim figure of death
up into his face. Death In the
needs a great deal of courage

to face, but when it takes on a
and terribly intimate aspect, a man
must either bend or break.

The of death had never
come to Everard until now. Vntil this
moment he had never been pulleu up
and made to think by hearing that
some one he knew had died.

But now, with hideous
with no no time to allow him
to prepare himself for the InevitaDie,
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"Vi d h a slowly upstairs to

I0P,S man's beensuddenness made
a times struckto , Rrcat rIsl

Folkestone
through on house,

Cross it, u been muffled-screen-- and

ea was he
look him Square as had to

with known father
lived roof,

. terms ot
realized that he was again. Still
Jn his overcoat, which he had worn in
the taxi, although it was very hot,
went across to window and
leaning on the sill, countless lights

him moving and stationary. A
servant in his luggage.

turning rourri, spoke in
French.

" I your pardon, A look of
amusement was not very ly

hidden by the man.
The quite ordinary sentence,

.rfil Vifil Of CVeT

being her.
- rd Something seeind to snap in his I

i ain. as if a spring had been
and had all gone out it
"it stocd, trembling violently.

The door closed behind scrvant.
J's head went down upon his arms.
A choking cry hoke from him: "Toi-nett- e'

Oh, God!"
sobs shook his whole body. He

had her. He staggered the
window, threw himself upon the bed

buried his anrony of remorse. It was useless call
roinettc.

Everard turned in lock
and solwly got out of his

a tiny out of his
hedroom. and. once ho shut in,
ie s like a hermit cut off from the
vor'd. He never vent into the other

of houw.' unless requested to do
PO by his fattier or mother.

He made his
territory, had it up Just as lie
jiked There were long, low Oxford
i.iiHlrs. quantities of books, or two
ItiaJnt bits of china, several rcproduc-jon- s

of drawings by Sime, on
a group of photographs.

of them men's. On a table b
cd were pipes, tobacco, cigarettes,

matches and an reading lamp.
The sound water filling ih- - bath J

a ue irom the next room, lie lit
i an
urn) ........

d

been up a
"""-- "

C square below came
th window, as It had going ji all

go on forever.
happened across the

channel. Nothing seemed
make any difference. Just went
r.

bath was ready. He slipped in
r 1 a sign of relief, soaking.
J u.A he himself, put on a dress-- 1

go"n. hair, filled and lit
1. looked room
r.L'.iHl

"'7

wandered along the backs
cf books, hovered Aim.
pessed Mason. Mauricr.

then dropped as It
De Maupasscut.

sat down In an armchair. Therail
faced, he saw a white room
with a crucifix a of

and a great man with
hands crumpled .up be.side a wnite

U" And thero on the Tolnette.
oll her hands reverently on
r bieast a piece of seaweed

from shoe buckle.
I e--ard shivered pressed a hando. his eyes. It was The hand

limply away and hj
his blankly

til'". kins. went the who'e thing
again and his arrival

the empty prospect before
him. He and smok-
ing patch of grass: heard
Toinette's little love-son- g coming nearer

along the in the
light .

Kvery detail of look and
gesture and expression cime to
Jiinu The adorable in the sand-dune- s,

feel of her when he held
tisht-Gf- idl what would sot give to

I was all a bad dream!
.1 .1 J .. .. ..I .. n..out meru was wie seat.i luiuhiue

iro.n ner snoe-oucK- ie .ana ne was miy
times a and a and a
murderer. He up What
was he do? What could lie He
had killed her. There was no returning.

He once more terribly aione. but
now It was different worse, lie leu

ii irnvlniT- tn confide In someoouj to
share the appallinc knowledge which
weignea nim aown. 10 ecp i

was impossible. He mut go out
and find some one and tell it speak it
aloud, pour it forth.

He wanted to hide behind smpathy
to feel that some one else knew what he
had done and did not shrin away. He
wanted, as It were, an accomplice after

fact, who wou.d remain silent while
he laid Ills soul bare and tiled by so
doing to regain some self-- i fcspect.

felt that he would go mad if he
it locked up in him. He couldn t

go on. He couldn't face it another day
by himself. the
maelstrom of his thoughts.

"Well?"
The handle rattled.
Everard unlocked door.
The mart came in. "Will you be din-

ing here tonight, sir?"
"Yes."
"Very good. sir. Will you have it

here' or downstairs, sir?"
"Are my father and mother dining?
"No, sir."
"Then I'll have it downstairs.
"Very good, sir.' The door closed

quietly.
father and mother! He had for-

gotten them. They were so remote so
entirely in a separate exlstenco of their
own that they never into

except in so far as money
was concerned.

Now he snatched at the thought of
them with a pitiful readiness. Other

made-- pals of their fathers and
mothers. Other men confided every-
thing to them gladly, and before any-
one else in the world. He had never
been able to do so, ho not
wanted. Ho knew that. He knew that
he was an accident a regrettable mis-
take.

But now. perhaps, tilings might be
different. Perhaps he had tried to
make them alter their opinions about
him. '

This was the turning point For the
first time his life he needed his father
and mother. He wanted to t see love in
their eves when he entered the room
He wanted to that he was not shut
out.

He slipped of dressing gown
on his clothes, les

he would go down and wait up for
them. would see if there was no
little thing he could do for them when
they got back. He would begin to try
and break down the barrier.

He up his cigarette case and
went down to dinner big, silent
room with hone in his heart.

CHAPTER XXII.
XD at last his mother had come

and man, and this was the
end of his long, eager vigil! He
had sat up all those hours de

termined not to go to until he should
have made them see that wanted to
start again to share Interests, to
be of. and not merely among them
ana this was result!

i vr vr l "r .:nui iiKe aespair an nope- -
Z:LZ ' lessness him round he closed.but the one in all the door nis mother andJ nd went his room.nrt. The smile had so flagrant.The of It all had the and SUdden realization that hisshock million greater. It, mother was such a woman andnumbed his brain. The journey back stunned him 1Ike a shooting

London had been made mechanically. , out 0f the shadowsHe had gone ashore at and He. had known th'at there was some-lnt- o

train and customs , thing goi- n- in their curiousat Charing without knowing but naa aiways
finally got out of taxi which 0ff Tonight the tl"st time

home to Eaton if come face face with it. He
he were fuddled drink. j,ad that his nnd

He had gone straight upstairs to his, merely under the same never
room oy pure insunci, wunoui navius meeting on intimacy, out now
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he saw everything with new eyes.
While his brougnt this man

home, his father was amusitijr himself
the expression was Mrs. Leyden else-
where. The ss of the
phrase sickened him. It was palpable
that their lives were shan- - that any-
thing on" of them did matter

total unconcern to the otl.er.
"No wonder am their son!" Th

thought brought bitter laugh. No
wonder done He could
nothing jrom ills mouier. lucit

niinoA ftttn Tint thn DOSSiblHty his
aost extraordinary upon Ever--i able confide in

in in

and

Locke,

dan-gli- g

thinking,

at

mother

expect

"amusing" herself. I

Utterly weary, he went a.onir 1111
room. Ills domes nau uuen uiiiv
and put away, the corner of the bed-
clothes turned down, his brushes laid
out on the dressinc table.

eyes took in the tid.-nes- s at a.

glance. The two shirt cases stood back
to back In a convenient corner, and on
the outside one In large, black letters
on a white label was the word WI- -

mForaminute3 held him fascinated,
staring at it. All the color had his
face, and one hand was clenched at
his side. Wimoreux where he had
"amused" himself He was appalled
bv the thought that he had ever
opened his heart to his mother she
would have laughed at him. He couw
hear scorn and boredom
voice as she answered: Silly child!
She ought to have known that you were
only amusing yourself."

The pale chilly dawn came creeping
in through the windows. The gray
rooftops wet and dreary, and tne
vague street noises were like the yawns
of the waking day. He flicked oft the
light pulled down the blind, climbed
into o.d. and closed his cjes.

Thn tlile was out ind a high wind
the rushes lan all one way on

the dunes. Tiny sand slides rustleda j i1ii,iws ami aloni:
glanced arouad The books ?,,llv"el down, thi

of sand suddenly nose
and photographs looked e c
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if
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of a moon that spiasneo tne sun "sen

with lights, countless little patches that
danced and shimmured. And in the
white emptiness Everard was hurrying
along to the rendezvous in the dunes.
There vas no reason for hiin to hurry.
He knew that hhe would be there, but
he felt that something was trying to
Repp him back, to head him off. to pre- -
vent him from getting there.

Kvcrv step forward .seemed to take j

h!ni two bark, as though he wvre walk- -
Ing against a moving platfoim. The
sand took a malicious delight in swirl-- l
ing into his eyes, and tiny hands tugged
at him from behind.

Suddenly a great fat man datdied past
him. frantic and sobbing, searching
wildly In cvpry clump of rushes. He
was folio wed by a tow-head- child
who clanned her hands In glee and
pointed and made fac ""J ''en turned
to Everard and beckoned him on.

a Continuation of Tbla BtorT Will
lie found In Tomurroir'i

Iaaue of The Tlmca.

Wants "Swear-Off- " Data.

CHICAGO. Jan 2. Leo Nachtstelm
ats ui much that his tummy hurts all

the time. Ho wrote to the nowspapera.
asking that reformed eaters tell how to
swear off and then keep on tho wagon.

LOCAL MENTION.

Electric Fixtures and Wiring Supplies.
Electric Webster, 717 9th.
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Fashion's Best Bet Is
Coy Pantalets

By MARGARET MASON.

What boots it that her skirts are slit;
No benefit one gets.

Since Polly's panting to be chic
And wearing pantalets.

NEW YORK. Jan. 2. Yes. you meet
them at every turn, or perhaps one
should say curve. The coy pantalet
Is now fashion's best bet. The regu-
lation manner of panting according
to Dame Nature used to be from the
chest out, but Dame Fashion has
changed all that end it is now the
smart thing to do your panting from
the knee down.

Tho most startling peach of a pair
is shown in flesh color crepe de chine,
and lace. The deep ruffles of tho
crepe de chine, completely veiled In
frothing ruffles of shadow lace, arc at-
tached to pink ribbon-covere- d gartera
which fit Just over a dimpled knee and
there you are. Others have ruffles of
accordion pleated chiffon or crepe de
zhlne edged with narrow lace and
garnished with sprays of tiny rose-
buds.

Tluse new knee panties are to be
worn over tlshts. but for those desiring
the straightaway pantlets from the
waist down, dainty models are shov.n
in flesh crepe de chine, lace edged,
that garter in snugly around the ankle
with an elastic aid lacy outstanding

frill. The frllj has certainly been tak-
ing one ateti on the downward path
after another. Starting at tho throat.
It fell next to the wrists, then to the
waist (for what is a tunic but a frill,
from thero to the knee, and now wo
have 'em at our feet.
New Anklet of Fur
Adds Chic Appearance.

While you are bowing at the feet of
fashion, it is fitting to mention a chic
new ankle of fur which was worn late-
ly by a well-know- n New Yorker. You
will readily Infer that this anklet in
turn adds a very "fuzzy wuzzy" touch of
a fur trimmed costume as you gel a
furtive peek at it now and then through
the omnipresent silt.

It seems to be a lost art never to
turn a hair for nowadays there is a
mad rush of color to the head. If you
pje wearing a violet green gown, it
Ie not enough that your slippers and
stockings carry out the color scheme;
dear me, no. Your .hair also must have
its little dash of lavender.

If your frock Is of azure, the mere
fact that your blood is blue ."l.so won't
put the- blue ribbon of approval upon
you. Your coiffure, as well, must have
the desired cerulean tinge. All this Is
accomplished by a nice cci'e.-tlo- n ot
thin wigs In all the smart shndes. Hut
If you are simply dying to bo fashion-
able, then choose a bright shade of

From the Philadelphia North American.)

cerise, for pink hair is the pink of
fashionable perfection.

The fluffy neck and wrist frills are
now being replaced by frills starched
to tho stiffness of cardboard and Ironed
out to irreproachable smoothness. Very
severe and masculine and tailor-mad- e
they are and bound to be beloved of
suffragettes. Most of them are round
and flare out stlffy abovo the coat
collar and below the coat sleeve, while
others take tho shape of the collars af-
fected by Dumas and Voltaire. With
these the wrist frills are absent.
Soft Velour Ruffles Are
Latest Hint From Paris.

If you have a last season's gown of
charmeuso or crepe de chine that needs
furbishing up, the addition of two
violet ruffles midway of the skirt above
the knees will transform it into a 1913
model. These soft velour mines are.
Indeed, charming additions to an af-
ternoon gown, and are quite the latest
of the late hints from that dear Paris.

Ostrich feathers are eomlns into their
own again and with the law as well
as rasnion on ineir siae, tiro sending
alerettts and birds of naraoisc on the
wing. Almost every chapeau rears aloft'
an ostricn piume oi Dninanc nue. iney
crest the waves of the evenlnc coiffure
and even the low-c- ut evening bodices
are edged with their alrv fronds.

Hats still continue in their Liliputlan
proportions, and even with tho decollete
costume they refuso to way to the
large hat a la Gainsborouga. Some ot
the little, close-fittin- g modehj of fur
and veU-c-t are so snuc that, particu-
larly when of brown rur. they give
the startllne Impression that tha wearer
is bareheaded. It is rather ap unfor-
tunate fashion for the moon-face- d lady
whose countenance Is built on broad
and sweeping lines. Of course, she must
be In tho mode, with the result that
many is the pint bonnet on a quart
physiognomy.

U. S. Depository for Postal Savings Funds

This Is the Time to
Take Stock of Yourself

If you have to work for a living and you wish to succeed, you
must consider yourself as a business proposition.

You have only a certain number of years of earning capacity.
You must make each year count.

Your earning capacity is your capital. If you are spending all"

you make, you are not spending your income alone, but using up
your capital.

You do not wish to work when you are old probably will not
be able so it is clear that you must make provision for your old

age.

How much did you set aside last year for future needs? How
much are you going to save this year? These are questions on which
your welfare and future happiness depend, so face them squarely.

Take an honest inventory of yourself.

We pay 3 per cent interest on Savings Accounts and 2 per
cent on inactive Checking Accounts.

HOME SAVINGS BANK
Seventh St. and Mass. Ave. N. W.

f8th and H Sts. N. E.
Branches m gL s w

By F. E. Y.

MAX WEYL.

Up two flights of stairs and then a
flight covered with greene baize, and I
was confronted by a little sign which
sticks out from the door bearing the
name "Max Weyl" there-i- s a llttlo red
card to indicate "out" or "in," and a
pad with a pencil where one may leave
a message.

After a. timid knock, Just a minute
elapsed, and then tho door was opened
by a kindly-face- d, smiling old gentle-
man with soft, upstanding gray hair,
and a Van Dyke beard, who looked ex-

actly as courteous and considerate as I
had been encouraged to picture by rea-
son of the little attentions for the bene-
fit of callers fastened on the outer door.

Max Weyl, sometimes called the dean
of Washington Dalnters. and considered
one of the finest landscape artists in the
country, is seventy-si- x years oiu, out
his eyes are as blue, his manner as
charming, and his interest as Keen as
when he permitted the interviewers of
many years ago to call upon him. We
stepped into a big room crowdsd with
canvases and frames, and after I had
explained my mission, we passed on
into the front room. Just as full of pic-
tures. I managed to find a seat in spite
of my confusion, and he methodically lit
his pipe, beaming the meantime.

It seemed as if some one had stopped
the clock for a time. Peaceful, exquisite-
ly toned landscapes lined the walls and
obtruded from comers, I gazed brazenly,
my cars cocked for conservation, and
had only half taken in what was in the
room when he spoke.

"Yes, Washington and the nearby
country is very palntable," he said.

"I have found it an inspiration for
more than thirty-fiv- e years longer
than," he looked at me and smiled
again "a longer time than you have
lived," and then deftly, and to my very
great astonishment, he proceeded to in-
terview me, sidetracked only,, temporar-
ily by my onslaught upon new fields of
conversation. The mention of Washing-
ton in its early days drew quite a long
statement from mm, ana tne venemence
with which he made it unveiled a
wealth of thick German accent, which a
moro tense, low-spok- conversation
had hidden.

"Mudhole mudhole, a horrible mnd-ho- le

that was Washington in '61. when
I first came here to live. I was born In
Germany. When I came to America
first I was in the Jewelry business until
after the close of the war. I was thirty-si- x

years old before I took up painting
as a profession, and. I am self-taug-

Never had a teacher." Tho brow wrin
kled up, the wide-s- et blue eyes twinkled,
"ana wnere were you nornv
mate! I had to confess and answer
questions for several minutes, hunting
for a name, a word, a turn In the con
versatlon which would send the re-
sponsibility back on him, and make me
the listener. Yes, I wanted to go abroad
and right on to "Did you study abroad
for any length of time? Do you know
Alexander? Fate had put the correct
combination of words In my mouth, for
he answered both question at once.

"I knew John "V. Alexander when he
was Just a poor boy in Venice let me
see. that was In 1SJ0. Ho is a wonder
ful painter, and has done much toward
tne art or tnis country, we nave tne
greatest landscape painters In the world
in this country; the French confess It
openly: t is tne opinion or experts.

"I have painted Rock Creek Park for
many years, the Potomac flats, and
scenes from the Potomac river. I used
to do a great deal of sketching dp near
Sheridan circle that was a wilderness
twenty-fiv- e years ago."

Then, during a series of puffs from the
pipe, I managed to remember to Inquire
of the impreasionisUc tendencies of
wh'th contemporaries have accused him
during the last few years.

With grave tolerance for my temerity
he took out the pipe, smiled and said:
"No, not impressionistic Just more
road. I paint more broadly. I Imitate

no school. I am merely doing in a big-
ger way, a very natural result of a
perfect maturity." Pause, during
which I neatly Inserted a Question to
Jog him along in the same vein.

"What? Did I ever paint in great de-
tail like Corot's first? Oh. my dear
child, yes. we almost all do." Pointing
to an autumn scene of birch woods
"Do you see that mass of fallen leaves

you get tho impression perfectly, yet
I put that paint on with a knife and
these" showing me his thumbs "Tears
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ago I would ha -- painted each leaf,
would have tried' make each outline
distinguishable.'' r

Then be ahowV. me many scenes
from the coast at': Gloucester, In New
England, where he goes with friends-i- n

the summer months and paints the
wonderful rock formations. This is
only of more-recen- t years, and probably
due to the opportunities for painting
in the "broad';, method of which he
Bpoke. Besides the peculiar masses ot
rock there Is ample opportunity for
brilliant coloring in this cold Northern
scenery.

Mr. Weyl Is not fond of painting either
marine views or portraits, preferring
the more placid views of hills, valleys,
and trees. Two ot his paintings in the
Oorcoran Gallery aro 'Lovers' Lane"
and ''Approaching Night." both land-
scapes characterized by a soft and al-
luring beauty.

We. were sitting down at th much-Utter- ed

desk again, when be picked up
an old ananshot nrotocranh. tlncering

Check- - it affectionately, and evidently waiting
for an opportunity to show it to me.
But I told him I wanted to' know more
of his home in upper Rock Creek, the
history of the painting ot Georgetown
College and the river In 1SSI, which
hung on the wall, whether or not he
thought Washington had beautiful
statues, and a dozen other things. Ho
waited paUently, and didn't answer
anything except tho last question with
any show of interest- -

"Now, then, you KNOW." and he
laughed and chuckled: "yod know about
Washington. I won't say, 'there are
some good ones, but well you oughLto
know too many hobby horses," and he
let it ro at that.' smillnr good-humore- d-

.r . . .
ly and pumng at nis iz"- - Jtjrsij s aroourouccMS

vnn Kaufman, I "
rviot icw Vnrkr' Evidently he had

(forgotten the photograph, for eye3.'
snining witn imercoi oiiuu,

he spoke eagerly. "Yes. I have read
many of poems, and think he is a
remarkable young man." j

Out came the photograph, in an in-- !
stant. and as I looked at the solemn)
features ot a very skinnv Hte boy, ,

seated on the ground oy a laay in a
tight black basque, I was Informed that
that was Herbert Kaufman, and- - that
he was the nephew of Max Weyl. thu
artist. The young man's first position
on a newspaper was here, in Washing-
ton, where ho wrote ads for cno of the
dailies.

But it was getting near li quite
necessary for me to go. followed
me to tho door, and watchvd down
the stairs, with good wishes, i had

a delightful hour. LitMo wonder,
with such a nature of quiet poise and
perseverance, that a man could at
thirty-si- x years of Be w.thout any
instruction, self-taug- bv hard work"j ..f,,i otiirtv. become one of
iUIU to.u. .- -.. --- - , ,.!famous lanascapo pmuwa ..

"Pain?. Not Even a Little Bit!"

asssssssssssssssBss.'
sssssssssssssslKil

UssssslssHI'f

That's what you'll say after a

visit to my modern dental parlors.
The most up-to-da- te facilities and

the most expert methods contribute
to make my work the BEST for your
teeth. Painless methods are my spe-

cialty, reliable and lasting
work is my policy, and I offer the
LOWEST PRICES and
the easiest terms of payment con-

sistent with the quality of my work.
Lady attendant.
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Longest

perfectly

POSSIBLE

$3, $4
and $5

Fillings, 50c and $1,
in Gold, Silver and Platinum

Painless Extraction
With Other ork

FREE

DR. WHITE 5SBB---

407 Seventh St N. W. Opposite Woolworth's
Hours: 8:30 to 6: Sun., 10 to 1: Wed. Sat, Until 8 P. M. Phone M. 19

w

6Ak
War Wit aUn Wednes- - SeatsilCU (Jg Saturday, SeMtaf
The Wrba-I.uiS5i- er Opera Co.. lac, Vnte-- - y

CHRISTIE MACDONALD

Operatic Success. sCIBt

B.F.KEITH'S
DAILY

AMD

SUNUAT
MAT., 25c EVIL 3c to 75c
Paul Arraafruas'a "Woman Prupocr.'
I'dvrJn Steven t Co. Sophie Taoker,
Ilnamcr &t.cl Wlaseb. A Povre. Fl

I other Jollr Sgrprfaes.
(Hatlnee Dsasaate 1 o S p. m. la.PrOBi

Lounge. 7io extra charge.
NEXT WEXS STABS

Victor, Moore
And Erama XlttlenelA

Ida Brooks Hwnt Sc Co.
Order Seat Sorr. Paoae

Toalxbt, 8ilo.
Matinees, 2US
Tkur. fc Sat.

ANNIE RUSSEJLJL
AAD nL'IC COMEDY CO.

Hon.. Tues.. Sat. Mat. and meW.
"TMESCMOU.FOHSCAMIAL"
Wed. and Thnrs. Nlsht and Thora. ML.
"SHE SI OOFS TO CgMEit"
ar WK I feats Niw Oi Safe

THOJIAS W. HYXEY: Present theLargest and Greatest of This Tear's
Now Musical Comedies,

qwImovjes
Founded oo the German of TJTE KINO

KONIGEN,." Kunnlns la. Eerlla.
With a. Remarkable. Cast. Including

Vallle Vallle. Alice Dover Frank Moiuaa.acd the World's Most Beautiful Chores.

BEjLASCO TOIIIMT t:20
MAT; SATURDAY; 25c to 1JS

Mr. Wlnthrop Ames Presents the BrUUsn'Comedy by Arnold Bennett.i'Tlie Great Adremtwe"
Based on His Novel. "Burled Alive," Wirtliyn Hardin? and 'Janet Beecher,

NOTE: TRAFFIC IN SOILS
Matinee Today at S and 3 JO p. nv, Sc.

NBXT AVEKKSEATS NOW.JULIA DEAN
I.V 3IAHIC STVASPST

IIKH.I.I.VNT COMEDV.
HER O N MONEY

FROM TUB COHKDV THEATER. X.V.

Popular Poll Plnrem Txltv llally litCkannln Pollock's Greatest Play
"In the Bishop's Cirriige"

lni-- .onan r
rv lrnnw Herbert the -- " tioHijnr !

his
were wu
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and
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Now

ACADEMY SES2Ers.
Evenings, 3c, 35c, and Me.

KLIMT & GAZZOiO PRESENT

TLE SPENDTHRIFT
PORTER EMERSON BROWNE'S

VITAL DOMESTIC DRAMA.

Next wetk-O-NE WOMAN'S UTE.

(MYETra
Max Spiegel Presents
The Bib Rah Skoff

THE COLLEGE GIRLS
With Mr. ABB REYNOLDS

Next "Week The Besrety Parade.

DANCING Natl Rifles Armory,
Thur- - Frt, Sat. Eva.

Two orchestras: continuous dinclnc 320 ta
12. Lua one floor, moonlight and latsdsacss.

WINTER RESORTS
Atlantic City.

flOarMgb'S&Iidii
ATLANTIC CITY, N. J.

Joslali White Jt Sont. Company.

EXCURSIONS

Norfolk & Washington
Steamboat Co.

Slodern Steamers
NORTHLAND & SOUTHLAND

Dallr CMS p. m. for OLD POINT,
NORFOLK and all points SOUTH.

CltT Ticket Offlce, 731 13th St. N. VTA
(Woodward Bnlldlnc)

STEAMSHIPS

MERCHANTS & MINERS TRANS. Ci

FLORIDA
"BY SEA"

BALTIMORE to
JACKSOIWILLE-SAVANN- AI

Fins steamers. Excellent service. Law
tarts. Wireless telecrapb. Tbrouth ticket!
to Northern anl Southern points. Automobile!
carried. Send tor booklet.
B. b O. K. R. OMces and 17 llth it. J. T.
W P TURNER. J T M FUlUmor. UJ.

A Wise Resolution
Mlllor'e Housewives deslrlnr THE0Ulr S BEST should Insist on hav- -

' MILLER'S
In? Buckwheat.

j2-- jDur grocers. No consumers LsurrIled.

B. B. EARNSH AW & BRO.
Wholesalers, llth and 31 St. S. E.

irandle Highlands
A AcAMTei.or u.s.1
k A iWHfftHMMC

Waicb (or a clt Handle Uifihlanils

TIMES WANT ADS
,. BRING RESULTS


